WATER      UNDER      THE      BRIDGES
of other school colours if I had stayed another year, as I should nor-
mally have done.
Possibly the most memorable thing, so far as I was personally con-
cerned, occurred during my first summer. The Lower Boys bathed
in Cuckoo Weir, a backwater of the Thames. I could not swim when
I went to Eton, and non-swimmers were supposed to remain in a
shallow part, fenced off from the deeper water of the weir by what was
called the "non-nant" pole, stretching right across the stream. One
afternoon I saw a boy whom I knew standing in his depth some thirty
yards away on the other side of that pole, I jumped to the conclusion
that I could at any rate boldly walk as far as that without getting out
of my depth. So under the pole I went, only after walking a few yards
to plunge head over heels into a deep hole in the middle of the weir.
My sensations at the time remain as vividly in my mind to-day as they
were then. I made no attempt to cry out. I told myself that I had
got into the mess by my own fault and must get out of it as best I
could by myself. The beginning was extremely painful. I bobbed
up and down, choking and filling up with water. When I was quite
full—and I remember making a sort of gurgle as would be the case
with a bottle in similar circumstances—all pain ceased and I stopped
struggling. I turned on to my back and began gradually and slowly
to sink. A boy in my own house saw me at that stage and thought
that I was floating on my back. From that moment I was quite sure
that I was going ,to die. I had no doubt whatsoever but that I would
go to Heaven. I had no particular sins on my conscience. During
the holidays before I went to Eton my sister had tried to teach me to
play the piano, but had given it up in disgust as I was and am quite
unmusical. I recalled this and was anxious about what would happen
in Heaven if I never learnt to play the harp. I wondered if my family
would be sorry. Then, when I was already a foot or so below the level
of the water, I saw something just above me and clutched at it All
I got was a bang on the head, and I remembered no more till there was
a roaring in my ears which got louder and louder and I found myself
on the bank being held up by the heels and vomiting gallons of very
dirty Thames water.
What had happened was as follows: a boy named Pigott Iiad swum
over me, and feeling his leg seized had thought that it was someone
playing the fool and had given a kick and thought no more about it

